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No strength have I to bear those cruel tyrannies of thine,

(0 floating Angel mine!)
I gave my heart, and thought that thou to show thee kind would'st deign;

(But now of life I plain.)

wandeied earth while in my hand the coin of soul I baie,

(Accosting many a fair,)

Still seeking, Pertev, for this friendless heait a friend to gain,
(And won but endless bane.)